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A PAIR OF BOOSTERS 


A willing pair of ready hands, 
A loving heart, and true, 

Two little feet, quick to obey, 
There’s a girl for you. 


A cheerful whistle stirs the air, 
A willing heart to do, 

Two sturdy legs, ready to act, 
There’s a boy for you. 


They always speak a cheerful word, 
They always lend a smile. 

Whatever goes wrong with the world, 
They make sunshine the while. 


Dear Reaper: When you find a blue blank pasted on this 
page, you will know that it is time for you to renew your subscription. 

I want to visit you every month, for | have many good things in 
store for you, but of course | cannot come if you do not send my 
traveling expenses. Please let me hear from you just as soon as you 
receive the notice. 


Yours in Love and Truth, 
WEE WISDOM, Tenth and Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


| 
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MERRY MARY’S WORD OF WELCOME 


Mercy me! I wonder if we can find seats for all our 
guests! Did you ever see such a jolly bunch gathered to- 
gether at any party? Let us draw our chairs up in the 
shade of that big tree yonder and get acquainted. We'll 
begin with me—Ye Editor calls me “Merry Mary,” and 
you may call me that, too. You see, I’ve known all the 
Boosters for months and months, because many times I’ve 
helped Ye Editor copy and sort your letters and stories for 
the printer. I feel that I know you all very well, and I’m 
so glad that you all remembered to come to the party. I 
mustn’t forget that Wee Wisdom desires me to thank you 
one and all, for your birthday gifts of stories and 
we are very proud of our Wee authors, and predict a brilliant 
future for them. 

But here I go, chattering away, while the rest of you 
are waiting to be heard from. I'll just deposit my gift here 
on the grass and give the rest of you an opportunity. What 
do you suppose is in this big, big box I’ve brought to the 
party? Why it’s just heaps and heaps of love to Wee Wis- 
dom and the Boosters—in fact it’s so full that I doubt if it 
will stay shut any Inger, so I'll just pass it around right now, 
and then we'll go on with the party. 


BEDTIME PRAYER 


“Jesus, gentle Shepherd, hear me. 
Bless thy little lamb tonight. 
In the darkness be thou near me, 
Keep me safe till morning light. 


Gentle Shepherd, thou art with me. 
And I thank thee for thy care, — 
In thy love I am enfolded, 


And no harm can reach me there.” 


| 
| 
| 
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GRUMBLE-LAND AND HAPPY-LAND. 
DorotHy BLOUNT 


JRANK was sitting on the steps, whittling away 
} on a piece of wood. He had been cross all 
day, and now to keep from being angry he was 
whittling, and before he knew it he went to 
sleep, and dreamed this dream: “I wish I 
didn’t live here where everybody is cross, and 
there’s nothing to laugh at,”’ he grumbled to 
himself. ‘“*I just wouldn’t do it, if I were you.” 
Frank turned around and there stood a little man all dressed 
in brown, with a tiny wand in his hand. 

““No, I just wouldn’t do it if I were you,” repeated the 
little man. 

“But I have to do it,”” sighed Frank. 

“Oh, no you haven’t,’’-said the little man. “I know a 
place where people only have to wish for a thing to get it.” 

“I wish I could go there,”” said Frank. 

“You can. I will take you,” said the little man. 

“Then take me now,” shouted Frank, ‘‘and let me have 
a good time for once.” 

They travelled a short distance and the little man waved 
his wand and Frank found himself on a soft cushion. 

“Oh, this is the hottest place I ever saw,” exclaimed 
Frank. 

“It’s too hot for you is it?” said the little man as, he 
waved his wand and commanded, “Sun, sun, go away and 
come again another day.” 

At that the wind blew and the clouds came over the sun, 

“*Now it’s too cold,” complained Frank. 

“Well,” replied the little man, “I'll have to make the 
wind blow and the sun shine too then,”’ and he waved his 
wand and commanded, “‘Sun shine, winds blow, happy 
breezes come and go.” , 

““Now it’s very pleasant,” said Frank. “The only 
thing lacking now is a real live horse to ride.” 

“So you want a horse, do you?” asked the little man. 
““Well, I guess you can have it. I suppose I must wave my 
wand again.” 

“Yes, any way to get it,” replied Frank. 

The little man waved his wand again and hummed a 
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little song which Frank could not understand. Right away 
a horse appeared, all saddled and ready to mount. Frank 
was not slow in getting on the horse and starting into a 
lively run. Then he cried out, ““Whoa,” and the horse 
slowed up until you could scarcely see him move. 

“*Aw get up and don’t poke along so,”” cried Frank. 

At this the horse started up suddenly and Frank went 
sprawling on the ground. 

“I wish I could work or be in school,” he said, after he 
had straightened himself out, and immediately he found 
himself in the school-room with all the other boys and girls. 
Soon they were standing in class, ready to recite. Of 
ccourse it was vacation, but he had wished he was in school 
and all of a sudden he was there, because he was now in a 
land where he had only to wish for a thing to get it. When 
his turn came he stumbled over a word (you see he hadn’t 
studied his lesson). At last he was told to sit down. 

“If this isn’t the worst school in the universe, I don’t 
know what is,”’ he grumbled to himself. Then he heard the 
little birds singing: 

“If people would be 
Happy as we, 
Such a wonderful, wonderful 


World they'd see.” 


Frank was vexed and ashamed by this time, and finally 
ran out of the door and threw himself on the grass. After 
a while a little girl came along with her lamb and her little 
brother toddling along behind her. Then, when she saw 
Frank, she began humming this little song: 


“If you don’t stop pouting, 
The grass will stop sprouting. 
Be happy and smile, 

And make life worth while.” 

Then Frank looked up to see who was there. When he 
saw the little girl he grinned and said, ““Do you think I can 
smile when everybody else is cross?” 

* “But,”’ answered the little girl, ‘“‘No one is cross but 
you. Everyone here i is happy and I should think it was time 
you were happy, too.’ 

“If I could smile and be glad, would the world be any 
better>’’ asked Frank. 
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certainly,” was the answer, “Oo be 
dreamin’.”” 

Frank looked around to see who was talking. He did 
not know whether it was the lamb or the little boy, but he 
thought it must be the little boy. Anyway, he repeated it to” 
himself, “‘Oo mus’ be dreamin’.”” He thought it over for 
awhile and decided he was dreaming, but the little girl inter- 
rupted, “‘Do you know where you’ ve been?” 

“In dreamland I suppose,”’ Frank said. 

answered the girl, smiling, “You've been | in 
Grumble Land.” 

“Well, I should think he said, laughing. 

““But now,” she continued, ““You’re in Happy Land. 

“‘And I’m going to stay in Happy Land, too,”’ decided 
Frank. 

: “Wake up Frank, I hope you haven’t had a bad 
dream.”” It was Frank’s father speaking to him. 

“Oh, Father,” cried Frank, “I’ve had the best dream, 
and I’m going to try to keep in Happy Land all the time.” 

“Good,” said his father, ‘““Come and tell us all about it.” 

So Frank related his dream. 

“It was a good dream, Frank,”’ said his father, “and I 
hope it will come true.” 


THE GODDESS MERCI 
G.Lapys PoRTER 


Many, many years ago there lived in the clouds a god- 
dess whose name was Merci. She loved the people on earth 
with all her heart. 

One day she saw a great commotion in two cities. As 
she was an immortal, she was puzzled. She saw the people 
with shining things clash together on an open plane. She 
saw her people suffering, and she asked one of the gods if 
there was any way to help them. He said “Find the hidden 
secret.” Merci hunted in the Cloud-Palaces, but could not 
find it. Finally when Merci could stand it no longer, she 
flew down to earth, binding up their wounds, caring for the 
sick, giving water to the dying, was Merci’s task. When 
she was through, the people looked into her face, and she 
disappeared. In her place came a tiny crimson cross. /t 
was the Cross of Mercy. 
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CONTENT 
Writien and Illustrated by Merle Scheppegrell 


love the sunshine,” said 

Dolly 

<=. As the sun shone out one day. 
“NY “The beautiful flowers bob their 


heads, 

| The brooklets bubble and play.”’ 

x) “I love the rain,” said Dolly 

= = As the raindrops fell one day. 

“It revives the flowers and fills 
the brook, 

And makes me happy and 
gay.” 

In every nook and cranny 

God does his love display; 

And we should thank him for 
his love, 

Throughout the glorious day. 


THE LITTLE HELPER 


AGNES TURNER 


Once there was a good boy named George, who lived 
with his mother and father in the country. One day his 
mother told him he might go and see his little cousin Flora, 
who lived in the city. George thought this would be fine, so. 
when his father went to town that afternoon he climbed in 
the wagon and went along. 

When they reached the city George ran down the street 
to his cousin’s house, but upon reaching the house he could 
see nothing of his cousin Flora. He knocked on the door 
and his aunt came to the door. She was much surprised 

_and said, ““Why George! What do you want?” 

“I came to play with cousin Flora,” said George. 

**All right, she’s in the parlor.” 

When George first entered the parlor he did not see 
Flora, but when he did find her he exclaimed, ““Why Flora! 
what is the matter with your legs?” 

“T don’t know,” replied Flora. ' 

““Well I know how to cure you,’ George told her. 
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“You just say this little prayer of Faith, and you will soon 
be well—that is if you really have faith;’’ and George 
taught her the Prayer of Faith beginning, ““God is my help 
in every need.” 

Flora said it until she had learned it. Then George's’ 
father came for him. 

Not long afterward George was glad to see Flora com- 
ing up the path to his door. 

George, I’m all well and now I don’t need 

crutches,” said little Flora. 


THE SPIRIT OF MUSIC 
Iris May KNIGHT 


=H, DEAR, what ever will I do! I don’t want 
to play in that hateful old recital. I guess I'll 
have to this time, though, ‘cause I got out of 
it before and this piece is so hard and I know 
I'll break down right in the middle of it. Oh, 
dear, dear!’’ Into a dim, cool parlor, through 
the windows of which could be seen the pleas- 
ant green and gold world of summertime on 
the outside, rushed little twelve year old Elsie. The music 
roll which she hastily flung down on the stand near the piano, 
carried, together with her exercises, the despised piece of 
music which she was to play in that “hateful old recital.” 

Wearily she seated herself at the piano and began 
-practicing, ““The Silver Spring in the Vale of Chamounix.” 
She was so very tired of it. Hadn’t she played the thing 
over three times a day for the last two weeks? What was 
the use of practicing anyway, when the whole beautiful 
world outside was calling to her to come out and play, and 
up in her room was that fascinating story she had gotten 
from the school library? Truly it was hard to settle down 
and practice on a common old recital piece. Thus she rea- 
soned to herself as she played over the first page. 

So far had she progressed in her thoughts and practic- 
ing, when suddenly from behind her there came a voice, a 
voice as clear and silver toned as the chimes she loved to 
hear on Sunday mornings. Hiastily turning around on the 
stool, expecting she knew not what, she found herself in the 
presence of a beautifully calm, majestic personage, robed in 


WEE WISDOM 7 


black. Her heavy brown hair hung over her shoulders in 
two loose braids. Her large, dark eyes had a dreamy, far 
away look in them, as if she was seeing and hearing things 
not akin to the mortal world. 

“Elsie, dear,’ she spoke again. “I am the Spirit of 
Music. Why do you play such a pretty piece in the way 
you are doing. When I first heard you play it, far away 
where I live, it hurt me so much that I, on the plea of the 
spirit of that same piece, came here to ask you to think a 
little of the beauty of it while you are practicing. Would 
you like to have me tell you something, Elsie>” 

““Why—why yes,”” stammered the little girl, so awed 
and frightened that she dared not ask the many questions 
which came bursting to her lips. 

“*As I told you before,” continued the strange visitor, “‘I 
am the Spirit of Music. Under my rule are all the spirits of 
all the pieces in the world. I supervise, also, the music of 
the birds, the babbling of brooks and the murmuring of the 
wind in the tops of trees. Did you know that if you only 
played sincerely enough, the spirit of the music you were 
playing, would come in the room? Did you know that you 
hurt and mortify the spirit so much, when you cannot rec- 
ognize the beauty of its piece?” 

“Oh! Oh! Oh!” exclaimed Elsie, her tongue unloosed 
at last. ‘““The world surely is turning topsy turvy for me. 
I didn’t know there really were such things as spirits and 
fairies. I’m so glad. Can I really truly bring the spirit of 
the piece in the room if I only play good enough? I'll try 
so hard now. Do you suppose when I play in that room 
full of people the spirit would come in there? Wouldn't 
it be afraid >” 

“No, Elsie, it will not be afraid and if you only try 
hard enough I am sure you will see it near you as you play. 
I must go now for I am always very busy.”” With that the 

figure dissolved into mist and floated out through the open 
windows into the world beyond. 

When the Goddess of Music had left, Elsie, in a burst 
of rapture, spun round and round the room, until finally she 
finished off with bumping her head against the wall, a way 
she had of expressing her excited feelings. “A really truly 
visit from a really truly fairy!” she thought exultingly. 
“Oh, I'll practice and practice that piece until I know it 
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perfectly, then the spirit will come. I wonder what it looks 
like.” 

If Elsie had expected at the first to be visited by the tiny, 
dancing sprite, she would have been disappointed, because 
nothing rewarded her hardest efforts to play the dainty, 
rippling piece, except a decided improvement in its execution. 
Still she would not give up, and when her mamma called 
her in to dinner, she could hardly keep from bursting out 
with the exciting news. “I guess I’d better wait till I see 
“sprite, though,”” she thought, “else they won't believe 


ania the fascinating library book nor the shouts of the 
girls at play, held any charms for Elsie, the rest of that day. 
Her mamma was secretly astonished, wondering what in the 
world had come over Elsie to seem so fond of her music, 

“If it would only last,”’ she sighed. 

After many failures, however, Elsie began to ‘think she 
must have dreamed of the visit of the beautiful woman with 
the visionary eyes. “I shall only try once more,” she cried 
at last. “If it doesn’t come this time I'll give it up.” 

At last, however, the good fairy, Success, who generally 
rewards patience and perseverence, came her way. At first 
Elsie thought it must be imagination, for could it be pos- 
sible that she was really hearing the tap, tap, tap, of soft, 
dancing feet behind her? Did she really catch a glimpse of 
a glittering, golden-haired creature swaying to and fro, 
backward and forward in the room? “Oh, I want to stop 
and look around at her, but I daren’t—she might go away.” 

However, the little girl caught many glimpses of the 
graceful little dancer before she had finished her piece. 
Enough to see the wonderfully clear blue of her large eyes 
and her short, fluttering robe, the blue that suggests of itself 
the springs and brooks of the hills and valleys of the great 
outdoors; enough to see the beautiful golden hair of the 
little sprite, as golden as the sunshine that sometimes lies 
on these same springs and brooks. 

It is needless to say that at the recital the next week, 
Elsie charmed all of her listeners. The little dancing sprite 
was at her side, and when she had finished, one woman said 
to another, “She played so well that she made me see a 
golden haired nymph dancing beside a fountain.” 

For Elsie, practicing had ceased to become a burden. 
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SONNY BOY McCOY, THE BABY 


SUNSHINE and SHADOW 


SONNY BOY McCOY, 
THE MAN 


The biggest man in Arizona 


““He’s the ‘Idol’ of my heart’s 
broken household ; 
He’s an angel of God in 
disguise, 
Christ’s sunlight still gleams 
in his tresses; 
God’s glory still sleeps in 
his eyes.” 


+ * 


Hair of gold, eyes of brown, 

Rose-bud mouth and teeth of 
pearl, 

A dimple or two, and never 


a frown. 
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ERNEST’S TRANSITION 


Little Ernest had been condemned to die by the leading 
doctors of Portland, so his mother left him with a Truth 
friend for help. 

She read to him out of “Wee Wisdom’s Way” and 
had him commit to memory the statements therein. He loved 
the little book and when he needed help or comfort, he would 
say, “Auntie, read to me out of the little book.”” His 
body or physical condition did not improve, but his con- 
sciousness was glorified, and he would say to her, ““Auntie, 
my body isn’t going to be healed, but I am the-Father’s child, 
and he loves me.” He grew into such a conscious at-one- 
ment with the Father, oftentimes when he would go to his 
room at night, he would be heard carrying on a conversation 
with someone, and by listening, it was found he was talking 
to the Father of Life, as a child talks to an earthly parent. 

One evening little Ernest sat by the fire, near the other 
members of the household, but unconscious of them. He 
began to pray the Lord’s Prayer, and as he finished, his eyes 
closed, and he was asleep. 

A little while before he slept he asked his mother 
to get the little book and read to him; told her where to 
read. She read a while and as she ceased reading, he looked 
up at her and smiled. This same smile was on his face as 
he left us. 

Lovingly and sincerely, P. M. A. 


TOMMY’S FAITH 
Haroip ELBert 


Once away up in the Maine woods there lived three 
boys, Tommy, Ned and Jack, and they were very good 
friends. There was a groceryman living near them who 
owned a comfortable log cabin in these woods. The boys 
liked to have their lunch in the woods, so they asked the 
groceryman if they could use his log cabin that day, and he 
said, “Sure,”’ so they went for their lunch. 

It was about three or four miles from their home, so they 
hurried and reached the cabin a little while before dinner 
time. When Tommy went to open the door (for he had ~ 
the key) they heard a noise inside like the rattling of tin 
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dishes, and they were afraid. But Tommy said, “I’m not 
afraid because God protects us, so I’m going in.” Jack and 
Ned said, ““You’d better not, it might be a tramp or some 
big animal,”” but Tommy said, ““Nothing can burt us because 
we are God’s children,” and he walked boldly in. The 
boys followed him, and there in the middle of the cabin they 
say a big bunny run out from behind the cupboard. They 
all laughed because they had been so foolish. 

They had a nice time, and toward evening went home 
and told their parents what had happened in the log cabin, 
and they all said, ““We’ll never be afraid again, because 
God protects us.”” : 


THE VAN LEUVEN BROWNE FAMILY 


This family of healthy, rapidly growing, happy crippled 
children have been fed on twenty-two cents worth of food a 
day for six months. Photo was taken March 28th at the 
"end of the six months. They had meat but three times during 
the six months and find they do not need it at all. They 
had no eggs. Only a very little milk and that canned. 
Were without potatoes for weeks at a time, and had very 
little sugar or white flour. The Food Administration don’t 
see how I did it. I have proven a theory I could not have 
proven bound by red tape and the ideas accepted by the 
world.’ God surely knows his business:—B. V. L. B. 
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THE TWO ROSE BUSHES 


EstHer REMHOLZ 


Once upon a time ‘there lived next door to each other, 
two little girls whose names were Patience and Dora. Near 
the two girls lived a florist who gave each of the girls a 
rose bush. Every morning Patience would water and pull 
all the weeds from the rose bush in her yard, while Dora 
played with her dolls. 

One day Patience asked Dora how her rose bush was 
getting along, and if she watered and cared for it. Dora 
said, “I have no time for watering it and pulling the weeds. 
I think my dolls are more important.” 

After some time Patience’ roses opened and looked 
beautiful, but Dora’s roses did not open. Dora came over 
to Patience’ house crying, and said, “‘My roses did not open 
like yours, and I don’t see why, for they are both the very 
same kind.” 

Patience said, “I will tell you why—just because you 
did not take care of them. You never watered them, and 
they only got water when it rained.” ; 

Dora said, ““Oh, Patience, I never again will neglect my 


roses,” and because she made up her mind to this she went 
home very happy. 


THE BOYS’ GOOD TIME 
OLIVER LINKLETTER 


There was once two boys, named George and Frank, 
who played together all the time. One day when they had 
nothing else to do, they decided to go for a walk in the 
country. They walked and walked for a long way, when 
all at once George spied a trap with some kind of a little 
animal caught in it. They rushed up and found it was a 
dear little squirrel, caught by the tail and trying with all its 
might to get loose. 

“*Let us turn it loose,” said Frank. 

“All right,” said George, so the boys opened the trap 
so the squirrel could get out. They then decided they had 
come far enough and would start home, but they had not 
gone far when they became aware of something following 
them. They looked around, and what do you think—it was 
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the squirrel following them! They took it up and hurried 
home with it, and made it a little house to live in. It became 
a great pet, and they were always glad that they freed it 
from the cruel trap. 


_ JACK AND JILL—A NEW VERSION 


Emma Ruppert 
Jack and Jill with right good will, 
Cut sweetest grass and clover. 
Every day in merry play 
They gayly tossed it over. 
Keen their fun, while bright the sun 
In this’ impromptu farming. 
Soon the sky, once blue and high 


Gave signs that were alarming. 


Then said Jack, “Alas! Alack! 
Do see the black clouds lower.” 
“Yes,” said Jill, “I’se ’fraid it will 
Be wet if there’s a shower.” 


Jill and Jack took from the rack, 
Mamma’s new silk umbrella. 
Saved their hay, but to this day 


I’ve never heard ’em tell her. 


SHE WAS HEALED 


SEENA BaLLarD 


There was once a little girl who thought she was not 
strong enough to go about and play with others her age and 
size—or at least that is what the doctor had said, and she 
believed everything he told her because she thought that 
doctors knew everything. 

There was a very healthy, happy family living next 
' door, and the two girls were about Harriet’s age. They 
would come over and visit with her nearly every day for 
they wanted to cheer her up and tell her stories and make 
her forget her trouble. 

Now Harriet felt very bad when she heard that her 
friends were going to move. She had been improving for 
the past two weeks and was able to sit up. This was because 
her mother had decided to try something beside doctors— 
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and what do you think that something else was? It was 
the Truth that Mrs. Sheridan had been telling her that 
Harriet need not be sick any longer for ‘God is your help 
in every need,” and “God is your health, you can’t be sick.” 

The time came for them to move and Harriet was so 
much better that she could sit out on the porch and watch 
— making preparations. Mrs. Sheridan came over to bid 


bye, and was so happy to find Harriet playing with 
a kien and with such rosy cheeks and smiling eyes and in 
her face a look of peacefulness and happiness as had never 
been there before. All Mrs. Sheridan could do was to say, 
“Oh, my dear little Harriet.” Then she ran in’ the house to 
find Harriet’s mother. 


(To be continued.) 


A GOOD UMBRELLA 


When little raindrops patter down, _ 
d clouds go scurrying by, 

Just spread a big umbrella up, 
*Twill keep you warm and dry. 

The saucy little drops may fall, 
And on its surface hit, 

But they will splash and scatter there, 
Nor trouble you a bit. 

When little teasing trials come, 
And pelt you every hour, 

Just spread your many blessings out, 
*Twill keep you from the shower. 

A big umbrella make of them, 
Then, though your trials fall, 

They’ll strike your shield and scatter there, 
And not reach you at all. 

And when you find that this is so, 
Please, pass the word along, 

That others, too, may shelter find, 
When things are going wrong. 

For when they see your smiling face, 
So free from care and fret, 

They, too, will lift their blessings up, 
To keep them from the wet. 

—Pauline Frances Camp, in “St. Nicholas.” 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


enn radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners 2 the 
wor 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—“Love never fail 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. “I see no evil, hear no evil, and 
speak no evil.” 


Requirement for Mentiniiie—A. simple request addressed to the 
Secretary of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reporis—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month 
before the date of issue. 


HE Birthday Party is ready and just see the 
guests we have with us this year! It seems 
like all the Wees in the world were clamor- 
ing to greet Wee Wisdom and wish her a 
happy birthday. I had a birthday last month 
and though I didn’t have a party, everybody 
gave me nice birthday presents. I have more 
years on my birthday flag than Wee Wisdom. 

She is my little sister, and so I have come to her party to 
greet you all for her. 

This may be the last visit I shall have with you all for 
some time. I shall probably be going to serve our Uncle 
Sam in a few weeks. Maybe, when I am a soldier, I shall 
write you all a letter and tell you about the beautiful camps 
and the interesting things that a soldier does. 

The Unity Boosters are going to have a big picnic to 
_ celebrate Wee Wisdom’s birthday. I wish that you could 
all come to it as you do to this party in Wee Wisdom... We 
shall have lots of goodies and games and everybody will be 
happy because we are all God’s children. 

One little girl told me the other day that she was so 
happy because since she joined the Booster Club, she got 
along with everybody and everybody loved her. That is 
the true purpose of the Booster Club. If you really want to 
give Wee Wisdom a birthday present, pledge yourself to 
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love everyone and do a kindness whenever possible. If you 
would be happy, spread the message of happiness to others. 
Remember that God is your help in every need and that 
prayer will get results much quicker than crying or whining. 
Mother will greet you next month and she is expecting 
to hear from each Booster and have you tell her how you 
have been able to use prayer in helping yourself and others. 
With lots of love to all the Boosters and Wees, — 

Valmeyer, Ill. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my third letter to you. I like you 
very much. Mamma is sending 
one dollar for you to come *and 
visit me two years more. I am 
sending a picture of myself and 
sister, and our Christmas tree. I 
would have sent it sooner, but 
waited for your birthday party. 
We trust it will be a happy birth- 
day party for us all. With much 

love. Eleanora Schellherdt. 

Long Point, Ill. 
Dear Boosters—I have been reading your letters in Wee Wisdom 
for a long time, and this Spring my Aunty made me a member, so now 
I want to tell you some of the nice things Wee Wisdom has done for 
me. I learned a little blessing, which I say each day at the table. 
You have taught me to be kind and loving to others, and I have 
learned that if I am a good little girl I will always be well and happy. 

Lovingly, Dorothy Betty Butler. 


Long Beach, Cal. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I was very happy to find the latest copy of Wee 
Wisdom at San Francisco when I came. We were invited to the 
Home of Truth for dinner, and there I found many copies. I did 
not realize before how much I thought of it. We are in a cozy 
little apartment, right on the beach, and we hear the waves lashing 
day and night. An aviation school is near here, and the planes fly 
over Long Beach, and do all sorts of stunts for our benefit. We can 
hardly believe you are one hundred in the shade there, it is so cool on 
the coast. This being Sunday, we had our Bible lesson at home, but 
we used the class lesson from Wee Wisdom. Do you have to go to 

war? I hope not. Faithfully yours, William Wallace Cardwell. 
New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I am ten years 
old and in the sixth grade. We have a private teacher. I have a 
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sister and brother who are twins, Mary Endicott and George Cuthbert. 
I am taking violin and piano. So is my sister. Her birthday is in 
August too, same as yours. We have been taking Wee Wisdom 
nearly a year and a half. A friend gave you to us for Christmas. 
We like you immensely. I am inclosing fifteen cents for a Booster 
pin, the three wise monkeys. I am also inclosing a self-addressed 
envelope for you to please send the card that Estelle Reid, in Colan, 
Panama, sent me. I wish to write to her. Yours with love, 
Virginia B. Drane. 

P. S.—I am sending another fifteen cents for my little sister, Mary 
Endicott, for a pin for her. She is only eight years old, and has com- 
posed a little poem. Here it is: 


I love the birds and flowers, 
I love ‘the skies so blue, 
I love the pretty butterflies, 
And the beautiful rainbow, too. 
By Mary Endicott Drane. 
Newark, N. J. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have sent you a letter. 
You will find inclosed a story. I would like to see it in print, if 
you like it. With Love to all, Gladys Porter. 


Los Gatos, Cal. 

Dear Wees—What did you do on the Fourth? I hope you 
didn’t buy fire-crackers, but instead bought Thrift Stamps, or thought 
of how Uncle Sam is trying to get along through the war. School is 
out here, and I was promoted. We have vacation until October Ist. 
Your loving friend Wee, Harriet Ells. 

Chicago, Ill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I like you 
and your stories very much. You have been coming to my house 
since Christmas. I am nine years young; my birthday is the seventh 
of June. I am sending for a Booster pin, for I love the little wise 
monkeys. Yours sincerely, Nellie Skeggs. 

Vancouver, B. C., Canada. 

Dear Wee W isdom—We, the undersigned members of the Unity 
Sunday School, Vancouver, B. C., wish our names enrolled as mem- 
bers of the Booster Club. We have a lovely Sunday School, taking 
our lessons from Wee Wisdom. Mrs. Stewart is our teacher. We 
are sending for twelve pins. Yours very sincerely, 

Emily Stewart, Hector Booth, Dorothy Booth, Edith Mclntosh, 
Dean Munday, Grace Walker, Violet Tebb, Grace Clark, Edward 
Knight, Mildred Clark, Jim Stoddart, Marjorie Stoddart. 

Nutmeg, N. J. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I have kon started to take you, and I enjoy 
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you very much. I am eleven and am in the seventh grade. I want 
to be a Booster Club member, and would like a pin. I wish some of 
the Boosters would write to me. I enclose fifteen cents in stamps for 
my pin, and ten cents extra which I have saved and would like to 
give you as an offering. With love, Katherine Hatch. 


Elko, Nev. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I am having a fine time out here. I thought 
I would write you a few lines. I like you very much. School is out 
now and I am glad. I have lots of fine chickens—forty-eight of 
them. It is very quiet out here, only when the chickens-lay an egg. 
We have a nice home, with three lots. We have a garden. With 
love to all. Rebecca Lincoln. 


Marianna, Ark. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have a story in store for you, and hope to 
see it in print. Please correct every mistake you find. I inclose five 
cents in stamps for a copy of June Wee Wisdom, as mother dropped 
mine. I am still trying to be a Booster. Yours lovingly, 
Dorothy C. Blount. 


Tacoma, Wash. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I want to join the Booster Club, and am 
sending twenty-five cents for a Booster pin. The stories in Wee Wis- 
dom are very interesting. I have two sisters and one brother. With 
good wishes to all the Boosters, Orville Birnel. 


New Orleans, La. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have assisted Truth in many ways. I often 
heal some of our family or friends of many little ills. I read the 
beautiful article in Unity Magazine, “In God We Trust,” and have 
profited greatly by it. I write it on all my envelopes and in my books. 
My mother is going to try to get it printed in the newspaper. I am 
very glad that vacation has come at last so I can give all my time 
now to studying art and music, and working for the Red Cross. I 
composed and illustrated this little poem for you (“Content.”) This 
is the fourth time I have written to you, but I certainly enjoy you; 
every night when I say my prayers I add, “Divine Peace and Love 
flows throughout the universe.” A True Thought to all the Boosters, 

from Merle Scheppegrell. 

Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I pass into the B Fourth this year. Here is 

a peom I have learned in school: 


.. “God make my life a little light, 
“Within the world to glow. 
’ A tiny flame that burneth bright, 
Wherever I may go. 
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“God make my life a little flower, 
That giveth joy to all; 
Content to bloom in native bower, 
Although its place be small.” 
Here are seventy-five kisses for Wee Wisdom. I have a nice 
little war garden with radishes, lettuce, pansies and roses. Good-bye, 
Robert Parker. 
Detroit, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been very busy since my sister came 
home with the baby, for the baby cries for me. I wish I could learn 
not to want candy and ice cream when | see them. I love to read 
the letters in Wee Wisdom. I like to read what Jim and Rita have 
written, and I think Edna Podesta’s letter and poem are very nice. 
With love, Irene Parker. 


This little verse will help Irene when candy and ice 
cream tempt her: 
“Yield not to temptation, 
For weakness is sin. 
Each victory will help you, 
Some other to win.” 
Combridge, Mass. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I am sending you the price of a pin. Will you 
please send me a folder which will explain about the Booster Club? 
If there are any other Boosters in Cambridge, I would like to hear 
from them. Sincerely yours, 
Mary G. Lewis, 1010 Massachusetts Ave. 


Lancaster, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have 
two little kittens. They are very 
funny, and they will eat candy. 
I am sorry I can’t get any sub- 
scriptions for your Birthday, but 
I'm a Booster anyway. Your 
friend, Ilda Irven. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—You 
are to come in my name after 
this, instead of my aunt’s. I am inclosing fifteen cents for a booster 
pin. I would like to join the Club. Yours truly, Mabel Walz. 
Hanford, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Y ou have just begun visiting us, and we are 
so pleased with you. I have one brother seven years old going to 
school in the high 2d, and a little sister six years just starting next 
term. I am in the high 3d, and am 9 years old. I am sending for 
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three Booster pins. We are very new in this Truth, and need all the 

help we can have. When we children sit in the Silence we drop 

off to sleep—can you suggest anything that would help us?. Lovingly, 
Theo, Ivor and Doris. Martin. 


When you try to enter the Silence and find yourself 
getting sleepy say, ““Awake thou that sleepest, and Christ 
shall give thee light.” It will help you to keep awake. 


Hoboken, N. J.. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I received my Wee Wisdom the other day 
and I think the stories in it are very nice and I also like the letters. 
I have improved greatly in my lessons with your help and I wish I 
could repay you in some way for helping me so much. Do tell me 
how I can. I shall send a story which I promised some time ago. 
Yours truly, Edna Podesta. 


San Leandro, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is the first time I have written to you, 
but you have visited me for quite a while, and I am interested in you 
and your Booster Club, and would like to become a member of it, so 
I am sending fifteen cents in stamps, and three cents postage, for a 
pin. I would like to have some of the Boosters write to me. I have 
three brothers younger than I, and they will soon be reading you. 
Whenever you do come, I always wish you were thicker, because I 
read every word of you, as soon as you arrive. I like the letters and 
“Magic Pillows” especially. With lots of love for the Boosters, I 

remain, Yours Truthfully, Esther Hayes. 


Estacada, Ore. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have been taking you for 
two years, and I like you very much. I haven't got 
any brothers or sisters to read you to, so mamma 
and I read you together. As my subscription is out, 
I am inclosing fifty cents for your traveling expenses 
next year. I am ten years young and am in the 
fifth grade. This is my picture and it was taken 
just a few days ago. I will close for this time. 
Yours in Truth, Dorothy Byron. 
Calinatria, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Our school is out now and 
it is nice to have a vacation. I was promoted to the 
fourth grade. Here is a story. Your friend, Oliver Linkletter. 
Brooklyn, N. Y. 
Dear Mr. Royal—I would like to have you send me a prayer, for 
I am often very naughty and disobey my mamma. I do not mean to 
do it, but I cannot control myself, and I think a prayer will help. We 
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’ are having our examinations now, and I would like you to hold a 
prayer for me that I can pass. Your loving Booster, 


Madeline Bucher. 


If Madeline will learn and practice “The Prayer That 
Wins” in our May number, she will find great help in this 
verse: 

“IT now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving too. 
All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth, that is in me.” 


In a letter from Liverpool, England, was this encourag- 
ing Word for Wee Wisdom: 


“I used to get Wee Wisdom for the “Children’s Home” here. 
One of our old boys of the Home turned up the other day, and re- 
membered a lot of things we used to say out of Wee Wisdom. He 
had been to the war, but it seems the Truths learned from this little 
magazine had been a blessing to him many times.” 


Coffee Creek, Mont. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I am a little boy six years old, so mamma 
is writing this for me, but I'm telling her just what to say. I have a 
baby brother 10 months old named Richard. I expect to start to school 
this Fall. Mamma has been reading 
Wee Wisdom to me for nearly a year 
and I love to hear the letters, also the 
stories. My mamma is the Guardian of 
a group of Camp Fire Girls. She took 
them to the Little Belt Mountains in 
June, for a camping trip. Richard and 
I went too. I have never had such a 
good time. We stayed a whole week, 
we slept out doors, but I was never once 
afraid of the bears. Mamma said God 
is our protection. I'll send you a picture 
of Richard and I taken while at the 
mountains. Richard is holding a beau- 
tiful moccasin flower. Such beautiful 
flowers grow wild up there. I gathered 
some every day. I have written such a long letter for my very first 
one, but hope to see it in print, also our picture. I have always en- 
joyed reading the letters written by Fredrice Johnson, of Milboro, S. 
Dak. Fredrice is my cousin, but I have never seen her. I hope to 
some day. Love to all, Bert Fiock. 

Written by mamma, just as I said it. 
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Sidney, Mich. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Wish you would send me a prayer for my 
eyes. I have had to wear glasses ever since I was five years old. | 
like you, Wee Wisdom, very much. Sometime I will write you a 
story. I am nine years old. Good-bye for this time, 
Geneva Teufel. 


We are glad to hear from Geneva, to help her with her 
eyes. Here is a prayer for them: “The light and life of 
the Spirit fill my eyes, and I see the good and the beautiful 
everywhere.” 
Needham Heights, Mass. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my second letter to you, I thi 

am eleven years old, and am promoted to the seventh grade. I like 
the stories of “Blanche’s Corner.” I wish you would visit me every 
week. I would like to know how many children, beside myself, in 
Needham Heights, subscribe for Wee Wisdom. I would like some 
of the Wees to write to me, if they care to. When a little boy, four 
years old, saw my story, “The Secret of a Beautiful Day,” in June 
Wee Wisdom, he had his mother read it over and over again, because 
he plays with me. With love, Bertha Faust. 


Albert Lea, Minn. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I get your magazine every month, and enjoy 
the stories very much. I am eleven years old, and in the sixth grade. 
I go to Christian Endeavor nearly every Sunday evening. We are 
reading about how Christianity spread over Africa and making an 
African village. I would like to be a Booster and join your Club. I 
am inclosing fifteen cents for a pin. A loving Wee, Doris Howe. 


SOMETHING TO DO 


Be sure in the morning, 
When you awake, 

A big dose of joy 
Always to take; 

You'll find it will help you 
The live long day. 

It is, I assure you, 

only true way. 


“If I were a smile, I'd chase the frown 
From country, city, and town. 
And with kindness, I’d seek a place 


On every human face. 
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THE HIDDEN CASTLE 
HarRIET RossiTER 
[Note—This little story was sent to Wee Wisdom several years 
ago from Alaska. Its author said she had written it to entertain and 
make happy thoughts for some children in the hospital, and they had 
enjoyed it so much and been healed of their fears of the dark by it, 
she thought our Wisdoms might like it too, and lovingly sent it to you.] 


] N A very high hill there stood a beautiful castle. 

It was so old that none knew when or how it 

had been built. There were some who said 

that it had been made by magicians. Others 

said it had been made by a long ago race of 

people of whom none remained and of whom 

nothing was known. One very old man de- 

clared it had been built by Unseen Hands. 

Dy a people smiled pityingly and tapped their fore- 
eads. 

Thick brush had grown all over the side of the hill and 
although there were many paths leading to the castle, it was 
a very hard and wearisome climb to the top. So for many 
hundreds of years only a few stragglers had found their 
way up. These, it is true, came down and told most won- 
derful stories of the gifts they had received, but the people 
would not stop their work to listen. The few who did, be- 
lieved them not. 

As the years passed a great city grew up at the foot 
of the hill. Thousands in that city never even had heard of 
the hidden palace and only a very few ever looked up to 
where the faint glimmer of its walls could be seen. 

Now this castle was a most wonderful place. It was 
* built entirely of precious sfones and from its windows far 
distant countries and people could be seen as plainly as those 
close at hand. There the sun always shone, the birds sang, 
and millions of beautiful flowers bloomed. No poisonous 
or harmful things ever found their way into the lovely 
grounds and trees and brooks that surrounded it. For this 
was the home of the queen of the fairies. Wherever she 
was, there was gladness. If she stepped on barren soil, at . 
once there sprang up sweet-smelling flowers. Birds circled 
around her singing their sweetest songs. The very brooks 
knew her and bubbled joyously on their way. 

She had myriads of tiny fairies who hovered vei 


i 
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her anxious to do her lightest bidding. These fairies had 
many names for their Queen, but the one they called her 
oftenest was, “‘Love,”’ for her great heart overflowed with 
love to all who needed help. ter 

This was why she was Queen. If anyone, poor, sick 
or troubled, started to climb the steep path to the palace, 
she saw them when they were afar off. She knew the 
longings of their hearts. Before they had reached the top, 
before even they had opened their lips to ask, their wishes 
were granted. 

Now there was one thing that some of the people who 
had found their way to the castle did not know and that was 
that this Fairy Queen could only read in the hearts of those 
who came to her longing for what was good and lovely. 
She knew no evil. If any sought her filled with selfish, 
wicked desires, thinking their wishes would be granted, 
they went away with their hands as empty as when they 
came. Neither could their eyes see either the beautiful 
palace or its queen. Nothing but a barren hilltop, over- 
grown with weeds, met their gaze. 

So these returned home with bitterness in their hearts 
and went about telling everyone of their fruitless quest. 
Great crowds gathered around them and listened eagerly. 
Strange to say, the same people who had refused to believe 
the wonderful stories of those who had come back loaded 
with gifts, now nodded their heads approvingly and said 
it was just as they thought. There was no such place and 
never had been. 

Now, another thing that the people did not know was 
that this Queen never left her palace from whose windows 
she could see into far countries and the heart of the smallest 
living thing in them. But she sent her fairy helpers out into . 
all the earth to draw all to her with golden threads of Love 
and Truth. All that desired any good thing must seek her, 
and if they had not the least little doubt in their hearts that 
they would receive what they asked, it would be granted. 

To a few of these she stooped and whispered something 
no other ear could hear, and, as they listened, a strange 
_and marvelous change came over them. Little by little 
their faces and forms changed until all about them could 
see that they bore a likeness to the Fairy Queen herself, and 
they wondered among themselves what could be the secret 
she had told them. 
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In the heart of the city lived a poor little girl. She lived 


in a great house with many servants and wore rich clothes, 
but she was very poor for she was a cripple. Never in all 
her life had she run about and played like other children. 
Always, wherever she went, a nurse must go too. Some- 
times her mother had driven her to the parts of the city where 
the very poor lived and she had seen many worse, much 
worse, than herself. As she gave them the fruit and flowers 
she had brought, her heart filled with pity and a great long- 
ing to make them quite well and happy. 

None had ever told her of the palace on the top of the 
hill. Indeed, it was many years since anyone had ever even 
thought of it. At last one day in a poor little hut she came 
across an aged man who told her a little his great grand- 
father had told him. 

That night as she lay in her little white bed looking up 
at the starry heavens, a great peace and joy came to her. 
She knew. She knew that if she climbed to the top of that 
hill, she would be healed and could run about and play like 
other children. 

As soon as it was light, she took her crutches and set 

out alone. Alone for the first time in her life. As she 
neared the path, she saw that it was overgrown with tall 
grass and thorny briers. But she pushed her way through. 
Up, up, she went. Unnoticed, she dropped one of her 
crutches. 
_ On, on she went. Half way up she came to a steep place 
where she had to drag herself up by clinging to a shrub 
above. Her other crutch fell rattling far down the hill- 
side. She turned and looked at it, but never once thought 
of retracing her steps to get it. Ah! now some loving un- 
seen hands seemed to guide her stumbling feet, for the way 
appeared plainer and easier than before. 

At last the top was reached. There wide open stood 
the gate into the castle. Above glittered and shone words 
written in letters of gold. She stopped and read them, 
“Seek and ye shall find.” 

Before she had even touched the robe of the Queen, she 
knew she was healed, but she still knelt and gazed upward 
with a mighty longing in her heart. And a great radiance 
shone from the face of the Queen as she said, ““Thy wish 
is granted thee.” 


26 WEE WISDOM 


As the little girl turned and ran joyously down to the 
great city, she neither felt or saw the ground beneath her 
feet, for she was filled with the gladness of bringing a won- 
derful gift to the sick and wretched in all the world. As 
she passed along the street, she felt a new and great love 
for everyone she passed. Her smiles brought answering 
smiles. Some turned and looked after her. To one of 
these, she ran back and earnestly begged something of him. 
But he shook his head and went on. Others she stopped and 
they too, put her gently aside. 

Still the desire within her never wavered, but grew 
stronger and stronger. She would take an ax and herself 
begin to clear a road to the castle. If others saw her they 
might help. Some laughed at her, others tried to pull her 
away. Still she worked on. At last, a few, having sought 
everywhere else in vain for the good they desired, climbed 
up to her, and silently taking pick and shovel, worked at 
her side. 

As they worked, all things were made plain to them. 
Without having seen, they knew that all she told them was 
true. And they went down into the city and brought een 
others to help clear the way to the castle. 

Soon an army of men, women, and tie were at 
work, and as they worked they sang for gladness of heart. 

At last a wide, shining roadway led up to the very gates 
of the palace before which blazed the welcome in letters 
of gold. 

Looking down, they saw a stream of people coming up 
the way they had cleared. The blind, the dumb, the lame, 
the sick, the poor, old people and little children came on 
with happy faces. 

This is a true story, for there is a Fairy Queen and a 
palace wonderful. Any little child who believes this and 
never, never doubts, can find the way to it. Listen, and 
I will whisper the secret. 

Just before you go to sleep at night, shut your eyes. 
Then out of the darkness will begin to glimmer the glittering 
walls of the palace made of precious stones with the golden 
letters above the gate. If you enter and touch the robe 
of Love, the Queen, all pain and fear will leave you 
and you will be well and happy, for Love is God and 
““God is Love.” 
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Lesson 6, AuGusT 11. 
HELPING OTHERS.—Luke 10:30-37. 


Gotpen Text—"“Bear ye one another's burdens, and so fulfill the 
law of Christ.”"—Gal. 6:2. 

What the Lesson Teaches—Love and kindness to one another. 

Points to Be Brought Out—There are many in the world today 
who have fallen by the roadside. Do we, like the Priest and the 
Levite, pass them by, or do we act the good Samaritan? The Samar- 
itan stops, lifts up the fallen, has compassion on them, and binds up 
their wounds. This is a lesson of true love. The point for us is that 
we should not be “weary in well doing,” for “in due season we shall 
reap, if we faint not.” Harsh words make a wound that must be 
bound up with loving thoughts and deeds. Anger makes a wound 
that must be healed with Peace. The Spirit is the Samaritan who 
stops to minister. 

Questions for the Children to Answer 


What are some of the burdens that cause our fellow men to fall by 
the wayside? Ill-temper, dishonesty, weakness and temptation. 

How can we help such ones? By teaching them the Truth. 

What should be our attitude in helping each other? Meekness, 
tenderness and love. 

Should we be discouraged if we do not get results at once? No. 
“Love never faileth.” 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—I am a willing worker 
for my Father. 


Lesson 7, Aucust 18. 
WORKING IN THE CHURCH—Acts 2:41-47; 4:32-35; 6:2-4. 


Gotpen Text—“Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and into 
his courts with praise; be thankful unto him and bless his name. '— 


Psalm 100:4: 
What the Lesson Teaches—Steadfastness to our belief; loyalty to 


Points to Be Brought Out—The people received the Word gladly, 


By Mary 
God. 
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with praise and thanksgiving. For this reason it was a great blessing 
to them. They were constant in prayer, and continued steadfast in 
four things. (1) The teaching of the Apostles. (2) Christian 
fellowship. (3) In the breaking of bread. (4) In prayer. As a 
result perfect Love reigned, and they led lives of praise, gladness, and 
single heartedness. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


How should we ‘receive the Word of God? With gladness and 
thanksgiving. 

What is it to “bless his name>’ To see and acknowledge that 
we are the perfect image and likeness of the Father. . 

How are we helped by being constant in prayer? We are kept 
safely and blessed in all our ways. 

Where is heaven? Within ourselves. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—I shall dwell in the 
house of the Lord forever.” 


Lesson 8, AuGusT 25. 


SPEAKING FOR CHRIST.—Luke 8:12; Acts 1:1-8. 
GotpeN Text—Whosoever shall confess me before men, him 


shall the Son of man also confess before the angels of God."— 
Luke 12:8. 


What the Lesson Teaches—That if we acknowledge the Father he 
will be near unto us. 

Points to Be Brought Out—We should draw near to the Father 
that we may know him, and be able to testify to his great works 
within us. Having received the spiritual baptism, we must pass it on 
“unto the uttermost parts of the earth.” We speak for Christ not 
only in words, but in our daily lives. We “confess him before men” 
in perfect Life, Health, Harmony and Love. We also confess him 
by daily affirmation of Oneness. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What is promised us if we confess Christ before men? He will 
confess us before God. 

What are some of the words we can speak for Christ?» Words of 
Life, Health, Power, Peace. 

Should we ever be ashamed to acknowledge Christ? No. We 
should tell it to all, even in the “uttermost parts of the earth.” 

“What does the presence of Christ mean to us? ‘It secures us 
against all that is not good and true. 

HetpruL THOUGHT FROM THE Lesson—I/ will have no other 
gods before thee. 
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Lesson 9, SEPTEMBER |. 
CHRISTIAN GIVING.—Luke 6:30-38; 21:1-4. 

GotpeN TExt—Remember the words of the Lord Jesus, how he 
said, It is more blessed to give than to receive.”—Acts 20:35. 

What the Lesson Teaches—Give and it shall be given unto you. 

Points to Be Brought Out—That it is not only money or material 
help, but love and kindness and good will that we should give. Even 
though we believe one to be unworthy, we do our part when we give. 
The reward comes from the Father. We should not give only to 
those who give to us, but to all who are in need. Love only for those 
who love us does not count much with God. Loving our enemies, 
giving where we can expect no return—these are the marks of God's 
children. The measure we use in measuring unto others is the one God 
will use in measuring back to us. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


What must we do if we would receive from the Father? We 
must give. Does God measure us by the size or value of our gift? 
No. He judges whether it be given cheerfully and in love. 

Is money the only thing we are to give? No. We must give love, 
good-will, kindness, compassion, words of Truth. 

Will all this pay? Indeed it will. We shall receive “good 
measure, heaped up, pressed down and running over.” 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsson—I give freely that | 
may receive freely. 


JIM’S FISHING EXCURSION 
EpDNA POoDESTA 


Early one morning, Jim was running around the lawn. 
Jim said, “I wish I could go on some sort of an excursion.” 
About half an hour later, some boys were coming up the 
road. They were Jim’s friends going on an excursion. 
When they came to where Jim was standing, they asked him 
if he wanted to go with them. He said he would and when 
he arrived at the fishing place, Jim sat down and watched to 
see who got the first fish, and of course, Jim was the first 
owner of a large fish. Soon they ate their lunch. At five 
o'clock they started for home. Jim had caught quite an 
amount of fish. 


(It doesn’t seem quite like Boosters to take even the life 


of a fish.) 
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AUGUSTA AND HER BED 


Dorotny Younc (10 years) 


UGUSTA is now four years old and her 
mother thinks she is old enough to make her 
own bed. Augusta likes the idea because her 
father will think her a helpful child, as he does 
Virginia, her older sister. So the mornings 
‘come and go and yet neither her father nor 
mother say she is a helpful girl for the counter- 
pane is always mussed and either mother or 

Virginia has to make it over. One morning Augusta’s 
father called her to his knee to talk with her. - 

“Why don’t you,” he said, “make your bed up nice 
and smooth like Virginia’s>”’ 

“IT can’t,” she replied sullenly. 

“Don’t say you can’t; it’s a bad habit to get into. Try 
saying ‘I can;’ it’s much better. Try saying after this, ‘I 
can make my bed all nice and smooth like Virginia’s. I 
know I can and I’m going to try.’ ” 

_ “T will,” she answered and slipped from his knee. “I'll 
try.” 

So next morning when she made her bed she said over 
and over again the words her father told her. The bed did 
come out much smoother than it had been before, and 
mamma and papa and Virginia praised her and said nice 
things about it and by the end of the week Augusta was 
as happy a little girl as ever lived, for the counterpane was 
always smooth and nice now. 

A week had passed since papa and Augusta had their 
little talk, and now Augusta’s bed was as nicely made as 
Virginia’ s. 

’ For Augusta said over and over, “I can make my bed 
all nice and smooth like Virginia’s. I know I can and I’m 
going to try.” 

You must not think that it was only because she said 
that she could make her bed nice and smooth that she suc- © 
ceeded, because she believed that what she said was true, 
and did her best, that is the miracle of it all. 


If you want to meet a smile, 
Take one with you all the while.’ 


BLANCHE AND CURTIS ENTERTAIN 


Because this is Wee Wisdom’s birth- 
day month, Curtis thought it would be 
nice for us to help entertain the guests at 
the party by telling a story. There were 
so many stories from which to choose 
that we had to discuss the matter awhile. 
There was a certain excursion and there 
was the harvesting. Some day the story 
of the wheat must be told. Finally we 
decided to tell the story of another kind 

of a party. It was a queer sort of night for a party, but 
then it was a queer sort of party. It was a surprise party. 
Just at sundown a big thunder storm came up. The wind 
blew and the branches of the Maples swayed and rocked. 
Then the rain came in such sheets that we couldn’t see the 
white chicken houses on the place across the lane. Then 
came some hail and after that a lull. During the lull Daddy 
went out to see if the garden had been damaged. Our 
sturdy hedge had protected it and it had just taken the good 
deep drink it had been so badly needing. On his way back 
to the house, Grandfather and Curtis saw Daddy stop under 
the apple tree and pick something very carefully out of the 
wet grass. Oh, mother, can you prepare a nice, warm bed 
for three very wet, soggy young guests? Of course, I could 
and did. In came Daddy with three tiny Orioles who had 
been blown down by the storm. They were tired and fright- 
ened and their pretty yellow breasts wet, and their tiny wings 
too heavy to move. With warm clothes we made three 
round nests on the kitchen table, and there they cuddled, 
with just their tiny heads peeping out, and their bright eyes 
taking in the situation. Then Daddy went back and found 
a baby robin, who had been so beaten by the wind and hail 
that he had just about given up breathing at all. We put 
him in a warm, soft bed and he didn’t even so much as open 
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his eyes to see what we looked like. It was not very polite 
of him, but he had forgotten about everything which had 
been taught him, including his fear, and certainly his man- 
ners. He only knew how fine it was to be where he could 
rest, and get warm and dry... © 

But young things, whether they are birds, or boys and 
girls, are not satisfied to rest long—especially if there are 
strange, new things to see. The tiny Orioles, soon dry and 
warm, shook themselves and began fluttering their little wings 
and journeying about the kitchen. One narrowly escaped 
disaster in a pail of water. We did our best to make them 
comfortable, offering them as refreshment a queer sort of 
substance called bread crumbs, which they politely declined. 
Soon there came a clear, low call from the hedge, and three 
obedient little Orioles cheeped in answer, and tried to push 
their way through the screen. We took them gently in our 
hands and carried them out to the hedge, where we perched 
them on a low branch. After a chorus of twittering and 
chirping, we heard a low, contented song which told of a 
family reunited and at peace. The robin, not in the least 
embarrassed, because all the other guests had gone, settled 
down to sleep. To prevent our visitor from falling off the 
table, in case he should waken before we did in the morning, 
we gently placed Curtis’ old straw hat over him. There 
are several holes in the crown, so Red Robin need not lack 
for air. Early in the morning I was awakened by a bright 
chirp, and lifting the hat found a very alert and husky look- 
ing robin. He had none of the bedrabbled appearance of 
the night before. After carrying him in to pay his respects 
to son, we took him out and let him free. Valiantly he 
spread his wings, unused to flying, and reached the lower 
branches of a big maple. Our surprise party was over. It 
had been a happy one, because we had been so glad to give 
the little birdlings the warmth and shelter they were so much 
needing. Happiness, you know, has a twin sister, whose 
name is Service. 


“Love is gentle, 
Love is sweet; 
Love has willing 
Hands and feet.” 


PEGGY AND JACK FENN 


Dear little Wee Wisdom on this, your Birthday, 
We salute you, as mighty in the Truth that you say. 


Each leaf you've unfolded bears message of Light 
That drives pain and darkness clear out of our sight. 
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